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Extracts From the Farewell Address of Washington
• -Friends and Fellow Citizens:
“The period for a new election of a
citizen to administer the Executive
Government of the United States be
ing not far distant, and the time
actually arrived when your thoughts
must be employed in designating the
person who is to; be clothed with this
important trust, it appears to me
proper, especially as it may conduce
to a more distinct expression of the
public voice, that I should now apprise
you of the resolution I have formed
to decline being considered among the
number of those out of whom a choice
is to be made.
“I beg you at the same time to do
me the justice to be assured that this
resolution has not been taken without
a strict regard to all the considera
tions pertaining to the relation which
binds a dutiful citizen to his country;
and that in withdrawing the tender
of service, which silence in my situa
tion might imply. I am influenced by
no diminution of zeal for your future
interest, no deficiency of grateful re
spect for your past kindness, but am
supported by a full conviction that
the step is compatible with both.
“Of all the dispositions and habits
which lead to political prosperty, re
ligion and morality are indispensable
supports. In vain would that man
claim the tribute of patriotism who
should labor to subvert these great
pillows of human happiness—these
firmest props of the duties of men and
citizens. The mere politician, equally
with the pious man, ought to respect
and cherish them. A volume could
not trace all their connections with
private and public felicity. Bet it
simply be asked, Where is the security
for property, for reputation, for life,
if the Sense of religious obligation
desert the oaths which are the instru
ments of investigation in the courts
of justice? And let us with caution
indulge the supposition that morality
can be maintained without religion.
What ever may be conceeded to the
influence of refined education on
minds of peculiar structure, reason
and experience both forbid us to ex
pect that national morality can pre
vail in exclusion of religious prin
ciple.
“It is substantially true that virtue
or morality is a necessary sprng of
popular government. The rule indeed
extends with more or less force to
every species of free government.
Who that is a sincere friend of it
can look with indifference upon at
tempts to shake the foundation of the
fabric? Promote, then as an object
of primary importance, institutions
for the general diffusion of know
ledge. In proportion as the structure
of a government gives force to public

opinion, it is essential that public
opinion should be enlightened.
“Observe good faith and justice to
ward all nations. Cultivate peace and
harmony with all.
Religion and
morality enjoin this conduct. And can
it be that good policy does not equally
enjoin it? It will be worthy of a
free, enlightened, and at no distant
day a great nation to give to man
kind the magnanimous and too novel
example of a people always guided by
an exalted justice and benevolence.
Who can doubt that in the course of
time and things the fruit of such a
plan would richly repay any tem
porary advantage which might be
lost by a steady adherence to it? Can
it be that Providence has not connect
ed the permanent felicity of a nation
with its virtue? The experiment, at
least, is recommended by every senti
ment which ennobles human nature.
Alas! is it rendered impossible by its
vices?
“In the execution of such a plan
nothing is more essential than that
permanent,
inveterate
antipathies
against particular nations and. pass
ionate attachments for others should
be excluded, and that in place of
them just and amicable feelings to
ward all should be cultivated. The
nation which indulges toward another
an habitual hatred or an habitual
fondness is in some degree a slave. It
is a slave to its animosity or to its
affection, either of which is sufficient
to lead it astray from its duty and its
interest. Antipathy in one nation
against another disposes each more
readily to offer insult and injury, to
lay hold of slight causes of umbrage,
and to be haughty and intractable
when accidental or trifling occasions
of dispute occur.
“The great rule of conduct for us
in regard to foreign nations is, in ex
tending our commercial relations to

have with them as little political con
nections as possible. So far as we
have already formed engagements let
them be fulfilled with perfect good
faith. Here let us stop!
“Europe has a set of primary in
terests which to us have none or a
very remote relation. Hence she must
be engaged in frequent controversies,
the cause of which are essentially
foreign to our concerns. Hence, there
fore, it is most unwise in us to im
plicate ourselves by artificial ties in
the ordinary vicissitudes of her
politics or the ordinary combinations
and collisions of her friendship or
enmities.
“Our detached and distant situation
invites and enables us to persue a
different course. If we remain one
people under an efficient government,
the period is not far distant when we
may defy material injury from ex
ternal annoyance; when we may take
such an attitude as will cause the
neutrality we may at any time resolve
upon to be scrupulously respected;
when belligerent nations, under the
impossibility of acquisitions upon us,
will not lightly hazard the giving us
provocation; when we may choose
peace or war, as our interests, guided
by justice, shall counsel.
“It is our true policy to steer clear
of permanent alliances with any
portion of the foreign world, so far, I
mean, as we are now at liberty to do
it; for let me not be understood as
capable of patronizing infidelity to ex
isting engagements. I hold the maxim
no less applicable to public than to
private affairs, that honesty is al
ways the best policy. I repeat, there
fore, let those engagements be ob
served in their general sense. But
in my opinion it would be unnecessary
and unwise to extend them.
“In offering to you, my country
men, these counsels of an old and
affectionate friend, I dare hope they
will make the strong and lasting im
pression which I could wish—that
they will control the usual current of
the passions or prevent our nation
from running the course which has
hitherto marked the destiny of
nations. But if I may even flatter
myself that they may be productive
of some partial benefit, some occasion
al good—that they may now and then
recur to moderate the fury of party
spirit, to warn against the mischiefs
of foreign intrigue, to guard against
the impostures of pretended patriot
ism—this hope will be a full recom
pense for the solicitude for your welfar by which they have been dictated.
“Though in reviewing the incidents
of my administration I am uncon
scious of intentional error, I am
nevertheless too sensible of my defects
(Continued on Page Fourteen)

If the sun has gone down, look up at the stars.
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COLONEL EDWARD HOWARD HASKELL

Edward Howard Haskell was born in Gloucester, Massachusetts, October 5th, 1845 and died of
pneumonia in Pasadena, California, January 8th, 1924. Colonel Haskell had a long, useful and extensive
career in the big affairs of his day.
In military, civil and political matters he occupied a foremost place. When but sixteen years old
he enlisted in Company C of the 23d Massachusetts Regiment. During the civil war he saw service
in some of the greatest and most severe battles of that war. He was with Sherman on the eventful
march to the sea. Subsequently he became a member of the Grand Army of the Republic. For a
number of years he was chairman of the Finance Committee of the National Encampment.
His political activities began in 1878 when he was elected to represent Gloucester in the Massa
chusetts Legislature. Two years later he was appointed Assistant Adjutant General on the staff of
Governor Long. In 1883 he was a member of the Executive Council of Governor Butler, and also filled
the same position in 1885 with Governor Robinson. In 1880-1884 he was Secretary of the National
Republican Convention.
Colonel Haskell in early life was for a short time engaged in newspaper business, but he soon
shifted to the paper business, and was here active for many years. In this business he rose to a com
manding position and achieved large success and won a most enviable standing and reputation. In
conjunction with President Garret Schenck he built and operated the Rumford Falls Paper Company
at Rumford Falls, Maine. This was afterwards sold to the International Paper Company. Following
this these two men inaugurated the plans for the organization of the Great Northern Paper Company.
From the first to the time of his death Mr. Haskell was a Director in this Company and was also a
heavy stockholder. Officials of the Great Northern Paper Company have prepared a vote expressing con
dolence, a copy of which has been lodged with the family. Several years ago Colonel Haskell retired
from the active paper business. During these later years he has devoted the greater part of business
enterprises to the Haskell-Dawes Machine Company. This concern produces cotton mill machinery. In
this enterprise he has been associated with his son as he was in the paper business. Colonel Haskell
has been a large employer of labor. An outstanding characteristic has been his pronounced regard for
the employee and his deep interest in the laboringman.
Colonel Haskell was a religious man and from his religious faith and outlook flowed many
streams of benevolence, helpfulness and blessing. Denominationally he was a Baptist. Large amounts
of his financial successes were transferred into channels for human benefit and uplift. His scope of
thought and plan and purpose was world-wide. He contributed one hundred and fifty thousand dollars
to the New England Baptist Hospital, and at the time of his death was building a nurses’ home on
Parker Hill in Boston. He has made several foreign trips in the interests of missionary work. In
1919 he presented a modern gymnasium to the Shanghai Baptist College and Theological Seminary.
He was greatly interested in the American Girls’ College at Constantinople. These are but samples of
his noble spirit and works.
He died after a brief period of illness—only nine days. He was making an extensive business trip
in the northwest when he contracted a cold which developed into pneumonia. His family had come to
Pasadena to meet him, and they were with him at his death. He is survived by his wife, Mrs. Harriet
J. Haskell; two daughters, Marion R. and Edith L.; one son, Edward A.; one brother, Charles A., of
Newton.
Servant of God and man, “Well done.”
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Dwyer Letter
No. 3
At Perregaux, the junction
point on the road between
Algiers and Oran, where the
voyager takes the train into the
desert towards the Oasis of
Figuig.
(Province of Oran,
Algeria North Africa).
My dear Mrs. Homer:
I rode yesterday from Blida to
Perregaux. It is a ride of some two
hundred miles, and it is very interest
ing. I left Blida at 9.14 a. m. and I
arrived at Perregaux at 4.45 p. m.
You can see by the figures that the
rate of speed of the express between
the two biggest ports of northern
Africa is not remarkable.
I started in a bad humor. There
traveled with me in the hotel bus to
the station at Blida a traveling quack
who was selling nostrums to the
natives. To draw a crowd he carried
with him a small monkey, and on the
way to the train he took the money
out of his basket. The wretched little
thing immediately sprang at an
American lady on the opposite seat,
and the quack and I passed some
angry words. He finally took a one
hundred franc bill from his pocket
and assured me that he was perfectly
able to pay for any damage the
monkey might have done to the lady’s
dress, but the lady set him back a
trifle by telling him that the garment
had cost her two hundred dollars—a
trifle over three thousand francs! The
monkey rode in his basket for the
rest of the journey.
After this ride I am perfectly cer
tain that there are no up to date
guides about this part of the world.
Any book you may consult is, I assure
you, out of date. There has been a
tremendous change in this country
during the last few years. From the
time I started to the end of the jour
ney I rode by acres and acres of
ploughed land, by vineyards, and rich
fields full of lush grass. A rather
startling ride to the person who ex
pects to find barren country! The
Paris, Lyon, and Mediterranee Com
pany (the P. L. M.) own this line,
and they are making great efforts to
make it a profitable one. I rode in
the same type of coach as one finds
along the Riviera, and the train
carried a wagon restaurant.
Along the train track are great
flat stretches of fine land, apparently
well watered, and in the distance on
both sides rise the mountains. Teams
are tearing up the land for sowing
(six and seven teams of bullocks and
horses working on one stretch) and
there is an air of intense industry
everywhere. One passes by scores and
scores of small native villages—little

thatched houses surrounded by fences
of thorn bushes; and on the rocky
patches are flocks and flocks of goats
and sheep. The Arab shepherd has
no dog—at least I saw no dog during
the journey ,and there is a very
Bi bical look about him as he sits upon
a rock, long staff in hand, watching
his charges. He gives one a quick
jerk back to childhook when one
stared at colored pictures that de
picted him just as he is today. The
great Law of Change plays little part
in the life of the Arab. The trains
can puff by, tourists can stare at him,
expert farmers from France can in
vade his territory and make things
grow in an alarming way, but he
doesn’t care. It is nothing to him. A
very unambitious chap is the Arab.
His motto is: “Nothing matters any
how,” and he lives up to his motto
publicly. During the ride I must have
seen five hundred Arabs asleep along
the track. Old Bill Arab can give
points to Rip Van Winkle when it
comes to sleeping.
And there are flowers along the
track—wild flowers in quantities that
surpass anything I have ever seen.
The fields were tinted with all the
colors of the rainbow, and the road
bed over which we ran was a mass of
yellow and violet.
It was really
astounding. This month (March) is
the month of wild flowers. It will be
very hot along this stretch in a few
weeks and I suppose they will shrivel
up quickly. But today they are there
in millions.
A little way out of Blida I saw the
“Tombeau de la Chretienne.” It
stands on a mountain range on the
right hand side of the track, and is
plainly visible from the train. It
looks immense although it is some dis
tance away. It is, as you probably
know, the great sepulchre of the
Mauretanian kings, and it was erect
ed some 25 years before the birth of
Jesus. The Emperor Napoleon III,
who had an idea the tomb contained
treasure, ordered it to be opened in
1866, but no treasure was found. Nor
were any bodies found. It is a rather
remarkable place, and many legends
are told of it. I have read many of

them and found them very interest
ing.
And beyond Affreville is the totter
ing pier of a Roman bridge. Great
chaps were the Romans. Wander up
and down through Africa and Europe
and you will find everywhere bits of
their handiwork. I thought there was
something pathetic about the shaky
old pier in the river bed of the Chelif.
Perregaux itself is a queer little
town that has many points of inter
est. Unfortunately for Perregaux and
the tourists the place is only used
by the wanderer as a spot from
which he can hop from the Oran
train to the French Algerian road
that ploughs southward into the
desert. I am stopping here at the
Hotel des Colonies. The landlady and
landlord are Spanish, and the cooking
is good. I praised the cooking yester
day and the chef himself appeared to
thank me. He cooked for American
officers during the war, and he has
high ideals concerning his profession.
I like the hotel.
The main street is lined with pepper
trees, and there are numerous palms
on the square. It reminds me a little
of the south and the smiling Arab
youngsters might be small negroes in
Alabama, Louisiana, or Mississippi.
The young Arab is a jolly fellow, but
he gets very quiet as he grows older.
I will see the great sands in a few
days.
With all good wishes,
Yours very sincerely,
James Francis Dwyer.
Algeria has no postage stamps of
its own. They use the French stamps,
but they have petitioned for a separ
ate issue.

One of Simeon Ford’s latest stories
is about a Pennsylvania Sunday
school. A young lady with philan
thropic motives was teaching a dozen
or two little ones in the mining dis
trict. “Now, where did I tell you the
Savior was born?” she asked one
morning.
“Allentown!” shrieked a grimy 12year-old.
“Why, what do you mean, Johnnie?
I told you He was born at Bethlehem.”
“Well,” replied Johnnie, “I knowed
’twuz some place on the Leigh Valley
Railway.”
“The war,” she said reflectively,
“brought about, or at least hurried, a
great many marriages.”
“True,” he replied, “but why dwell
on the horrors of war?”—Chicago
Post.

“I will admit I haven’t always lived
as I should, but I do love your daugh
ter sincerely, and if I should make
her unhappy I hope I will be made to
suffer for it.”
“Don’t let that worry you; she’ll
attend to that.”—London Tit-Bits.

“Caution is the oldest child of wisdom”—Victor Hugo.

The Northern

Employes Who Stuck
to Their Jobs
There’s a heap of humanity in
White trucks. Intangible, yes. But
nevertheless a definite part of their
value. At first blush, to say that
among factories with several thou
sand employes the biggest producer of
high-grade motor trucks in the coun
try has the lowest turnover in per
sonnel may seem like reciting mere
statistics, interesting but irrelevant.
But is it?
Comparatively, The White Com
pany turnover has regularly been so
low that the Department of Labor
several years ago thought some mis
take must have been made and sent
investigators to verify the figures.
Such stability in personnel must
have some significance to the truck
buyer. What, then, is it?
In the first place, it seems logical
to assume that satisfied employes do
the best work.
Low turnover is
evidence of satisfaction and makes for
more and better production. Higher
production begets higher wages. High
er wages minimize turnover. So a
circle is formed.
To nibble again of statistics. Over
40 per cent of all White employes
have been members of the White pro
duction family for more than five
years. Over half a hundred have par
ticipated in and contributed to White
progress for more than 20 years. They
put more than perfunctory effort into
their jobs.
Collectively they are
proud of White trucks and their share
in the building of them.
Such a spirit throughout the White
organization has not been engendered
by occult theories. Its origination
dates back to Thomas H. White and
the early days of the White Sewing
Machine Company which he founded
in the early seventies. Mr. White’s
manufacturing policy in those pioneer
days was in skelton: To manufacture
a product embodying the best in work
manship and the highest grade of ma
terials obtainable. His idea of how
to attain “the best workmanship” was
simply—in all things deal squarely
and pay fair wages. These things
must be fundamental, for they have
endured through the generations of
the White family and the manufacture
of such a range of products as sewing
machines, roller skates, bicycles, steam
cars, gasoline cars and motor trucks.
Today the principles have the weight
of tradition.
Interchange of ideas and commun
ity of understanding are cultivated.
Superintendents meet frequently and
foremen meet by departments once a
week. They discuss changes proposed
and completed in production pro
grams
Motion and still pictures,
bulletin boards and The White Book,

the factory house organ, are utilized
to convey messages.
Providing an open avenue of con
tact between the management and
men is the White Committee System,
one of the early successes in employe
representation. There is a committee
for every department, members serv
ing for one year. Each Committee
meets twice a month with the superin
tendent of the department it repre
sents. These sessions provide a com
mon meeting ground between manage
ment and employes for discussion of
mutual problems.
The Committees
are solely a means of educating the
management to the point of view of
the employes and the employes to the
viewpoint of the management. The
range of discussion is wide. Sugges
tions on methods and equipment vie
with requests for additional room and
schemes to eliminate congestion in
parking places. No subjects are ruled
out of discussion.
But the Committee System is only
one phase of a personnel program
that has numerous angles. Each con
tributes to the stabilizing process
which begins when an applicant for
work turns the knob of the Employ
ment Office door.
At the very outset effort is made
to accord applicants prompt and
courteous attention. If an opening ex
ists, the applicant is asked to submit
in confidence personal information
and data on previous experience, after
which he interviews the superinten
dent or foreman in charge of the de
partment in which work is desired.
The next stop is the hospital, where
new employes undergo thorough phys
ical and health examination. Guard
ing over the health of the huge family
of White employes are a full time
physician and surgeon, a part time
surgeon, a part time physician, a part
time eye specialist and seven graduate
nurses. The field agents of the staff
are the Employes’ Benefit Society
visitors and the Safety Inspector, who
is commissioned with the dual respon
sibility of placing safeguards on ma
chinery and of educating employes to
be careful every second. The extent
to which health and accident vigilance
has been fruitful is evidenced by the
fact that the average time off among
White employes last year either for
illness or as a result of accidents was
nearly negligible. Less time off duty
by experienced men means fewer sub
stitutions and proportionately higher
efficiency.
Time away from work has also been
greatly reduced by the activities of
another department, known as Indus
trial Service. There members of the
White production family go to pay
gas, water, telephone, light and other
public utilities bills, property and in
come taxes, make Thrift Club de
posits, bring their legal worries and
seek advice. All of which they once
took time off to settle on the outside.
By the Industrial Service Depart

“The cautious seldom err."—Confucius.
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ment also are managed the cafeteria,
in which hundreds lunch each noon,
and a series of locker rooms through
out the factory in which sandwiches,
soup and soft drinks are served at
nominal cost.
The Industrial Service Department
is headquarters, too, for recreation
activities—the Class A and Industrial
League baseball teams, the soccer
team, the indoor baseball team, horse
shoe pitchers, men and women bowl
ers, the band. Some of these organ
izations are self-supporting. Others
are not. The latter derive partial
help from the Factory Store, operated
by the Employes’ Mutual Benefit So
ciety with a complete line of tobaccos,
confections and kindred stock listed
at prices considerably lower than pre
vail outside the factory. Profits go
into the recreation fund and the
Mutual Benefit Society treasury.
The object of the Benefit Society as
stated in the constitution is “to unite
the employes of The White Motor
Company or The White Company for
the purpose of aiding the unfortunate
of their number and to pay a weekly
benefit to the sick members and a
death benefit to the estate of any
member who may die.”
Individual betterment is at the
bottom of all these activities of the
Personnel Department. Two of the
most direct agencies promoting that
end have not yet been mentioned. They
are the Educational Classes and the
Factory Library.
Throughout the fall, winter and
spring months classes in Shop Mathe
matics, Drafting and Business Eng
lish meet regularly twice a week.
Those who have completed the basic
courses are eligible for advanced
study of the Mechanics of the Motor
Truck. Classes are held immediately
at the end of the day, instead of in
the evening—an innovation that has
stimulated interest, eliminated un
necessary trips across the city and
given employes their evenings at
home.
Further helping employes to help
themselves is the location in the
Factory of a branch of the Cleveland
Public Library, to which The White
Motor Company has added hundreds
of volumes, trade catalogues, weekly
and monthly magazines, which are
circulated among superintendents,
foremen and others interested. Books
are obtained in numerous languages
for employes and their families.
Inherent in every White truck is
the influence of these activities. On
a foundation of fair treatment to
workmen most able in their respective
crafts, has been reared a structure
of activities conductive to content
ment, and the result is a skilled, stable
White family, imbued with proprie
tary pride in building, as one veteran
expressed it, “not just motor trucks,
but trucks that will go to the end of
the road.”—The Albatross.
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Editorial
The Father of His Country
Not long ago a group of men who
were standing before the picture of
“Napoleon Musing at St. Helena,”
fell into a discussion of the exiled
Frenchman,
“What
makes
him
great?” asked one of the men. “Why
do we honor him?” “Why, for in
stance, did Ex-President Roosevelt,
upon his visit to Europe, stand with
bared head before his tomb?”
Some one gave a reason in answer
to the question. Then another spoke,
still others. Finally one man said,
“It is because of the man himself. He
began with small beginnings—almost
nothing—and made himself great in
the sense that he commanded and was
feared. He surrounded himself with
power and accomplished his purposes
to an astonishing degree. We honor
him because he made himself great.”
All this is of interest to us just
now because it gives us a contrast.
Napoleon made himself great; Wash
ington made a people great.
In the beginning Washington was
asked to command the Continental
army.
They came from thirteen
different political units, in no sense
united even against the common
enemy. Each colony had its own am
bitions. Each had its own notion of
how the war should be conducted and
financed.
Independence was over
grown, few wanted to be commanded,
many wanted to command. They were
all poor, but nobody would be as
generous as they could have been.
The greatness of generalship was not
so much displayed in a military way
against the enemy—though that was
undeniably great—as it appeared in
his ability to unite the waring fac
tions in the colonies and make out of
his mutinous, ragged, unpaid, poorly
armed troops formidable army.
The war over, all the sectional in
terests, that for the time of danger,

had been temporarily quieted, flared
up again. Jealousy of smaller colonies
against the larger, unwillingness to
surrender any advantage in the inter
est of united strength promised for
five years to keep the scattered
colonies divided and impotent. The
wonder is that the colonies did not
settle down into thirteen little political
divisions, to fight among themselves
and repeat on American soil the
tragedy of Europe. The miracle was
in uniting them into a single nation
with potential greatness.
Probably no man living in that
generation beside Washington could
have accomplished that task. No one
was listened to with such serious heed
as he. It was his great mind that saw
the necessity for some such instru
ment as the Constitution to bind to
gether the divided units. He wrote
about it when others were satisfied
with disunion. It was his presence
and wise counsels that calmed and
steadied the convention into a body of
effective workmen. John Marshall
probably gave the Constitution its
substantial form. Thomas Jefferson
may have counseled some of its safe
guards of personal liberty, but it was
Washington that saw it as a whole
and looked forward to see what it
would accomplish as a unifying and
envigorating force over the colonies.
Washington more than any other
man had the opportunity to make him
self great! He did not grasp the
opportunity.
Instead he made a
people great I When we say, with
pardonable pride, ours is the greatest
people in the world, we say it only
because his great wisdom rescued us
from waring factions and welded us
into an organic unity. When we say
that ours is the greatest government
in the world, we can say it only be
cause George Washington was the
kind of man who could conceive and
effectively urge upon—even against
their wills—a disunited and restless
people a government that was utterly
detached from personal ambition.
Doubtless he might have continued to

be the President of these United
States through the effective years of
his life; but with a modesty that was
characteristic of his nature, he steps
aside when he is satisfied that the
government had taken form, asking
as he did so that the people will over
look his unintentional mistakes. He
is great in the mind of Americans
because he forgot or was unconscious
of hmself in the hour of his country’s
greatest need.

A Splendid Americanization
Work
The January issue of Success mag
azine calls attention to its plan of
Campaign of Awards for Merit
among the twenty two millions of
school children throughout the coun
try. Success points out one specific
case and has the following to say of
the man who is financing the prizes
and leading this particular case,
“Hon. Job E. Hedges, one of the
ablest lawyers in the country, a
friend of Presidents, and an American
citizen of the most stalwart type.”
Success continues with an explanation
of Mr. Hedges’ plan, a brief state
ment of its outcome and an appealing
plea for this plan to be followed gen
erally. On these points it speaks in
this manner:
“Mr. Hedges selected a school on
the East Side of New York, where
the pupils are practically all of
foreign extraction. Its principal is
William A. Kottman, who began at
the bottom and worked himself up to
the principalship. Mr. Hedges offered
$25—five dollars each to the five boys
who could write the best essay on
“What It Means to be a Good Ameri
can Citizen.”
“The result was immediate—every
boy entered the contest—they vied
with each other to set forth the ad
vantages of being a good American
citizen.
Note the names of the
winners:
Abraham Steinwalder—.
Harry Rosenstrauch—Louis Kupersmith — Daniel Schreiber — Harry
Adler.
We take pleasure in presenting in
Success two of these Prize Essays,
showing the spirit and character of
the boys who entered into the friendly
rivalry. Success suggests that prom
inent citizens—men or women—in
every community adopt the Hedges
Plan and start similar competitions
on the same subject in their towns.
The aggregate results throughout the
country should prove to be one of the
most practical and effective Ameri
canization services ever rendered our
Nation.”
In addition to the above we are re
printing from Success the letters of
two of Mr. Hedges’ boys. They are
as follows:

“Nor is it wise complaining."—Cowper.
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PRIZE ESSAY
By Harry Adler
What does it mean to be a good
American Citizen? How many have
realized the deep meaning of these
words? Every nation has its citizens
but how many of these are good citi
zens? Let us define the word citizen.
The dictionary defines citizen as one
who enjoys political rights and
privileges, and in return gives his
allegiance to the country. But that is
not all. A true citizen owes more to
his country. He owes it his life, and
he should be ready to sacrifice his in
terests in the nation’s time of need.
What are the essentials of good
citizenship? Loyalty is one. Nothing
can express the true meaning of
loyalty better or more forcibly than
Woodrow Wilson’s famous words,
“Loyalty is not a self-pleasing virtue.
I am bound to be loyal to the United
States because I live under its laws
and am its citizen; and whether it
hurts me or benefits me, I am obliged
to be loyal. Loyalty means that you
ought to be ready to sacrifice every
interest that you have and your life
itself if your country calls upon you
to do so.”
Another important essential is
Duty. Only a word of two syllables,
but it means duty to God and country,
duty to home, and duty to self. With
out these, no man can just be called a
good citizen. The humblest citizen by
doing his duty heartily and cheerfully
is a patriotic citizen. The mother who
works from morn till night to give
her son an education; the farmer who
is trying to win a prize for the best
corn; the merchant who is trying sell
the best goods, and to satisfy his
patrons, all are good American citi
zens. Duty to country is greater than
duty to business. John Wanamaker,
a busy merchant, found time for both
duties. Well may it be said of him,
“He was only a man of the finest bent,
who served his country and died con
tent.”
A good citizen is a gentleman.
Roosevelt said that good manners and
courtesy help to make the ideal Amer
ican. A gentleman may be right or
wrong in his private opinion, but is
too clear-headed to be unjust. He is
patient and resigned. He knows the
weakness of his own reason and tries
his level best to overcome it. He
strives unceasingly to quicken the
public’s sense of civic duty. He per
forms his duties in a cheerful manner,
pays his taxes willingly, and does not
make a public wrong his private right.
A citizen owes something to his
country. When he votes, he is doing
his part in making his country better.
He should consider voting a sacred
trust and never disgrace his manhood
with a bought vote. He makes his
vote count, mean something,. not only
to his country but to himself. He also
sees that the laws are carried out.
He is patriotic. The feeling of

patriotism never leaves his soul and
he tries to inspire his fellowmen with
the same feeling. He is clean of body
and mind and builds up a manly char
acter, instead of a disreputable one.
He is of a constructive and not of a
destructive nature. He delights in the
cleanliness of his community, because
he is too good a citizen to let it be
otherwise.
The future destiny of our country
lies in the hands of the citizens of to
morrow. Religion must play a promin
ent part in the lives of good citizens.
He who breaks the law of God will
surely break the law of man. There
fore, citizens of tomorrow, lend a
hand, help to bear the burden of good
citizenship, strive to make America
more glorious and more beautiful and
keep our land the “home of the brave
and the free.” We must see that all
the boys we play with speak the Eng
lish language and are the kind of
Americans that make good citizens.
This is our country. Washington,
Lincoln, Grant and Roosevelt are our
heroes. Old Glory is our flag. We
love them all—heroes, flag and coun
try. That is because we are Ameri
cans.

PRIZE

Service to country does not mean
only going off to war and flighting.
The good citizen tries to be construc
tive and to be courteous for he repre
sents his nation. When he fries to
add to the world’s knowledge and
beauty and seeks to serve his genera
tion then he is becoming the ideal
citizen.
The destiny of America is in our
hands. The building of America is
unfinished.
America must still be
greater. When the uneven edges and
the rough surface have been smoothed
then will America realize its destiny
—A great nation of many races but
of one people! We have only room
for the American flag, the English
language, and the American citizen—
100% or none.

Immigration and the foreign blood
situation are receiving much attention
and a great deal of discussion in the
present hour.
The power of the
melting pot is being seriously ques
tioned, and to some degree justly and
sensibly so. But the utterances of
these two boys are good illustration
of the fact that the melting pot has
been, and is, a power in American
life.

ESSAY

By Louis Krupersmith
How splendid would it be if every
body would adopt as a slogan: “To be
a loyal citizen of the United States,
to speak of it with praise, and to act
always as a worthy custodian of her
name.” Then and not until then will
the United States be an ideal nation
with ideal people and ideal laws.
There are citizens who count, who
take an active part in the welfare of
the community, the state, and the
country: They are the people who are
unselfish, alert and who make them
selves felt as a model for clean living
and for civic righteousness.
To be an American is to believe in
America and to love America. This
should constitute the aim of a man
whose sole ambition is to be a citizen
of the best caliber. Then would good
citizens be in majority not in
minority.
If our citizenry would be guided by
the Golden Rule then would our
nation hold the undisputed claim to
the foremost position among all
nations.
Only those who appreciate those
cherished rights realize that those
rights impose upon us duties equally
as great. American Democracy was
founded upon this idea: “Duties with
Rights.”
Is America great because of her
power and wealth? No—because her
population represents the ideals of all
the nations of the world. She is the
champion of humanity. America has
realized the words of Lincoln: “With
malice toward none, with charity for
all.”

"He who would seek for pearls must dive below.”—Dryden.
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Cummings, Manager
Dec. 27, 1923.
Mr. M. S. Hill,
Great Northern Paper Company,
419 Hammond Street,
Bangor, Maine.
Dear Mr. Hill—
I attended at Gorham last evening the
first meeting of the season of the Gorham
Board of Trade. The picture house was well
filled, and I want you to know that the
pictures you loaned for the occasion made a
decided hit.
The President of the organization decided
that after the brief preliminary program of
music and speeches, he would start the pic
tures and when he felt that the audience had
had enough he would stop the operator.
Three times he went around the hall asking
if the audience wished him to stop the
pictures. They invariably replied that they
wanted the pictures to continue. Finally at
the end of a reel at ten o’clock, he stopped
the operator and declared that the remainder
of the pictures will be shown at the next
meeting of the members three weeks hence.
Everybody seemed delighted with these
pictures. After adjournment one of the local
ministers came up to me and said, “Just
think, and all that is in the State of Maine!"
Will it be all right for the Gorham Board of
Trade to keep these reels in a fireproof vault
until they are needed in three weeks, or should
they be returned to you and re-shipped to
Gorham when needed ?
I have just received a letter from the
President of the Mechanic Falls Chamber of
Commerce, who is manager of the pulp mill
there, saying that they will be very glad to
have a loan of these pictures, and will
shortly notify me when they will be needed.
Yours very truly,
A. L. T. Cummings,
AC-S
Manager.
A.

L.

T.
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The Potato Industry in Aroostook County
It would be hard to find a pleasanter
automobile trip anywhere in New
England than may be had through
Aroostook County in mid-summer.
The open rolling country affords wide
views of tilled soil and woodland. The
roads are among the best. The great
patches of grain and potatoes, after
one has seen the small scale farming
in the southern part of the state,
rather amaze the beholder. After a
more or less extended trip through
this fertile country, one begins to
understand why it is called “The
Garden of Maine"
Aroostook County gets its name
from the principal river which flows
through the territory. How the river
got its name is purely a matter of
legend. Some say that it is the name
of a great Indian chief, Woolootook,
who held sway over the upper St.
John river territory years ago. Others
say that it is an Indian word mean
ing “Crooked River.”
When the earliest settlers came they
found several powerful Indian tribes
at different places along the numerous
water-ways of what is now Aroostook
County and the adjoining British
possessions. It is estimated that as
many as 15,000 Indians lived among
the lakes or along the river of Aroos
took County. In the spring of 1607
Father LeBrun ascended the St. John
river as far as Grand Falls, and then
up the Aroostook for an unknown
distance.
Historians of Indian affairs say
that the Indians of this region be
longed to the great Algonquin nation.
At that time they were divided up as
follows: The Gaspesian tribe resided
on the upper St. John, the Abenakis
lived on the Aroostook waters, the
Mic Macs were in northern New
Brunswick and along the Tobique, the

Mellicites held sway in Nova Scotia
and around the Bay of Fundy. They
were a remarkably intelligent race;
they were tall, strong and fine look
ing.
They gave the pioneers of
Aroostook County many a hard fight,
and kept them for years in terror of
their lives before they were scattered
and reduced to inpotence through the
long wars that preceeded peace and
safety.
The first settlers of Aroostook
County came up the St. John river in
1755. In carrying out a treaty be
tween England and France, some
French settlers in the valley of Grand
Pre were transported to make room
for English immigrants. Some of the
French escaped the English and made
their way up the St. John river and
made a temporary settlement near
Grand Falls. Later they went still

farther up the river and settled on
both sides of the St. John river; the
settlements ultimately spread from
Grand Falls to St. Francis. There
was little trouble between them and
the Indians.
Probably the first settlement of
Aroostook County by Englishmen was
made at what is now Houlton, about
the year 1809, by a man of the same
name as the present town. It is said
that he went up the Meduxnekeag
river, and making a wheelbarrow of
his grindstone, moved his outfit to his
camp. In 1817 the Massachusetts
land agent gave to two men, Arm
strong and Parker, a grant to cut
pine on the Aroostook river for a
shilling a tree—and take their word
for the count. They began operations
near what is now Presque Isle. A
child born to Armstrong’s wife in 1818

CUTTING THE

SEED

If we retrench the wages of the schoolmaster, we
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at Presque Isle is said to be the first
white child born in Aroostook Valley.
In this way one after another or in
small groups settlers came into the
territory.
The early settlers did not come to
farm, they were attracted by the lum
bering interests. They cut the big
pine and “square hewed” them and
floated them down the river to ship
them to market. The big pine of
Aroostook valley commanded a high
price in the market. After the pine
was all cut they turned to shaving
shingles from the hugh cedar butts.
The first potatoes raised in Aroos
took were planted by a man of the
name of Lovely. Potatoes were a
necessity, but they were brought in
from New Brunswick. Lovely con
ceived the idea of growing some on
the spot, and in his canoe brought a
bushel from Canada. They looked so
good that the family ate nearly half
of them upon his arrival home. But
some of them were planted. Then Mr.
Lovely forgot all about them. In the
fall, one Sunday morning, his wife
insisted that he look to see if the

PLANTING

planted potatoes had come to any
thing. Upon investigation, he found
the hills full of smooth, white
potatoes, some of them weighing as
much as two pounds—so the story
goes. It is said that they harvested
fifty bushels of fine potatoes from
that first planting. They were of the
variety known as the “Early Blues.”
The seed end was a blueish tint and
they were called “Bluenoses.” It is
said that the name of “Bluenose” ap
plied to the people of New Brunswick
is due to the fact that they grew and
ate this potato in such quantities. It
was not till the lumber supply in
Aroostook valley had vanished and the
settlers were compelled to follow some
other line of work for a livelihood that
potato culture was taken up, then on
a small scale for a long time.
The potato is botanically related
to several narcotics such as tobacco,
henbane, belladonna and also to the
tomato and the eggplant. The veg
etable is a native of western South
America where it still grows wild,
chiefly in the region of the Andres.
There it produces a small, tasteless,

IN

THE SPRING

must raise those of the recruiting sergeant.—Everett.
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watery tuber wholly unlike the
esculent tuber of our garden culture.
It was first introduced into Europe by
the Spaniards after they had con
quered Peru, by them it was intro
duced into the Netherlands, Burgundy
and Italy. It appears that the cul
tivation of the potatoe on the con
tinent of Europe was largely a matter
curiosity rather than for its food
value. Later it was carried to Eng
land. Sir John Hawkins, Sir Frances
Drake, and Sir Walter Raleigh all
have been credited with its introduc
tion into England. It was upon its
arrival in Ireland that its real food
value was recognized, and there, by
the Irish people, it was first cultivated
upon a large scale for food.
This
probably accounts for its being called
the “Irish potato,” and for the quite
general impression that the potato
came to America from Ireland. It
was not until well into the eighteenth
century that it came to be used in
large quantities by the poorer classes
in Germany as an article of food.
The encyclopedia says, “The potato
is a perennial plant with angular
herbaceous stems, growing to a height
of two to three feet; leaves penate;
flowers pretty large, numerous, dis
posed in corymbs, and colored violet,
blueish, reddish, or whitish. The fruit
is globular, about the size of the goose
berry, reddish brown or purplish when
ripe, and contains numerous small
seeds.”
By such a discription it would be
hard for a “lands-man” to locate the
potato field! The “fruit” has all but
disappeared, but older folks will re
member the day when the potato vines
hung full of this fruit, “potato-balls”
we called them.
At the present time, and in fact for
nearly a half a century, potato cul
ture has been an important industry
in Europe and America. Potato grow
ing and potato consumption has never
spread to Oriental peoples. For a ten
year period preceeding the war, the
average annual production of potatoes
for that part of the world which
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JUST BEGINNING TO GROW

grows them, was carefully estimated
at 5,000,000,000 bushels. About 90%
of the world crop is grown in Europe.
Before the war Russia and Germany
were growing more than one-half of
the total world crop. The United
States produces only about one-fifth
as many as the former German crop.
Of course no dependable figures can
now be had from the former potato
producing countries in Europe. The
former German consumption of this
vegetable was more than two and onehalf times per capita that of the
United States. More than 50% of the
German crop was used for stock food,
starch, alcohol or industrial by-pro
ducts. Less than 1% of the crop is
so used in the United States.
Of course Aroostook is the large
scale potato producing section of New
England. The formation of the sub
soil is particularly favorable to with
stand drouth and the wet season is
not such a set back as in other agri
cultural districts. The composition of
the soil is unusually favorable to the
production of a large crop of fine
vegetables. There is a prevailing be
lief—not without some foundation to
support it—that all or a greater part
of the Aroostook valley was at one
time a part of the ocean bed. At
any rate the soil is rich in lime de
posit, especially favorable to the grow
ing of potatoes. A third factor is the
cool weather which is characteristic
of northern Maine. The best growth
of the potato foliage demands a rea
sonably warm day with cool nights.
The dry period which usually comes
to Aroostook County during the latter
part of August and early September
favors the proper development of the
tubers. For the most part the soil,
once the land is cleared, is free from
stones and easy to work. It is the
great boast of Aroostook farmers that
their section is the greatest potato
producing area, with the possible ex
ception of some areas of Germany,
Belgium and Colorado, in the world.
Potato planting begins in Aroostook

much earlier than one would suppose
would be possible when the severe
winters are taken into account. Even
though the temperature runs low for
long periods at a time, the soil does
not freeze at a great depth. The early
snows cover the ground and prevent
a great penetration of frost. It is
often possible to begin the prepara
tion of the soil for the crop as soon
as the snow disappears. Indeed it
has been said that the plow and
harrow follow the disappearing snow
line as it receeds across the field. Such
close contact, however, is probably not
often, though it illustrates a great
fact in Aroostook potato culture. In
ordinary seasons, potato planting is
well under way by the first days of
May.
With the highly developed
machinery available for the work, the
crop is planted within a few days.
The potato planter barely covers the
seed; the horse hoe follows within a
short time, which tool leaves a row
covering the seed to a depth of two
or three inches. When the plants be
gin to show above this covering, the
hoe is again used to cover up the
plants. The plants are usually covered
all up with fresh earth in this manner
two and sometimes three times. It is
said that this protects from the late
frosts and produces a more vigorous
plant. By the middle of June the
hoeing season is on—if the seed has
“come” well. This process consists
in digging up the earth, which has
become packed by frequent working,
with the cultivator; then the hoe is
applied again. This brings fresh earth
about the plants, and builds up the
hill for the protection of the tubers
when they set on later in the season.
This hoeing is sometimes done twice.
In fact it cannot be done too many
times for the good of the growing
plants, providing it is not kept up long
enough to disturb the plants when
they have attained too great a growth.
From the time the hoeing is finished
through to the end of the growing
season the plants must be sprayed.

In this way the growers fight the
potato diseases and the insects that
feed upon the growing plants. The
Colorado potato bug is the largest
and most persistent of these larger
insects. The mature potato bug de
posits what is called the egg on the
under side of the potato leaf, during
May and early June. A single insect
will deposit from twenty-five to fifty
eggs. These produce the young in
the course of ten days; they are
ravenous eaters, feeding upon the
foliage of the plant. When allowed
to become numerous they strip the
stalks bare of leaves in a few days.
The period of their eating and growth
is twenty to thirty days. A prepara
tion of arsenic applied to the leaves
kills them off with a great slaughter.
The spray consists largely of water
mixed with arsenic, lime and copper
sulphate and is applied by spraying,
the mixture being forced over the
plants by a pump through tubes, at
the end of which are caps punctured
with fine holes. In this manner a
fine spray is thrown off which covers
several rows at a time as the sprayer
is drawn up and down the field. In
a favorable season this process is a
successful method of fighting off two
insect enemies of the potato plant, the
potato bug and what is called rust.
Other diseases of the plant must be
fought in other ways. In a dry sea
son, the passing of the hot days and
the hardening of the foliage through
maturity makes spraying unnecessary
toward the last of August or early
September at the latest. The digging
season does not open on a large scale
till the tenth or fifteenth of Sep
tember. The potato digger, like the
potato planter shortens the operating
season. It will be easily seen that
picking up and housing the crop is no
small part of the so-called digging
process. Men and women, boys and
girls turn out to earn some money
“picking potatoes.” A fairly good
man or an active boy can pick up
fifty barrels of potatoes in a day.
The digging season usually drags
along till the fall rains and freezing
temperature compell a hasty scramble
to finish.
The history of the potato industry
in Aroostook is the story of an evolu
tion. When the early settlers found
themselves at the end of the lumber
resources, they turned to agriculture,
gradually. The first attempts pro
duced oats, wheat, hay and buckwheat
with potatoes enough for family use.
It is said that the first settlers found
buckwheat growing wild upon their
arrival. Settlements were far apart
and money was not abundant, there
were no other means of moving a crop
than by horse or ox teams. In spite
of the distance, oats, hay and potatoes
were hauled to Bangor. The people
were poor and times were hard till
after the civil war. The Canadian
Pacific Railroad skirted the valley and
new settlers came in. In the year

He’s true to God who’s true to man.—Lowell.
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1870, a project was undertaken that
eventually was to mean much to the
county; that was the attempt to build
a starch factory. It was not till 1874,
however, that the first factory was
built. In order to secure the invest
ment, enough land under contract to
grow potatoes had to be secured to
make it safe. That meant a change
from the old crops to a larger plant
ing of potatoes. With the success
of the first venture, a large number
of starch factories followed and
potatoes became the chief crop of the
Aroostook valley. The movement of
the crops was still slow; and the old
method of planting, cultivating and
digging made it impossible to pro
duce on a large scale. In 1875 the
single row horse hoe was brought into
the county. It came rapidly into use;
it was cheaper than human labor and
greatly increased production. There
has been little change in the horse hoe
from the first except to add another
hoe so that two rows can be cared for
at one passing. The double-rowed hoe
is generally used now on large farms.
In 1890 the greatest invention yet pro
duced came into Aroostook valley.
That was the “Aspen wall planter.” It
meant an increase in the acreage
planted by greatly reducing the labor
and speeding up the planting process.
This machine is drawn across the
field by horses, and is so contrived
that the seed is deposited in the row
at the required intervals of space, and
at the same time bestows fertilizer as
desired. Seed and fertilizer are cov
ered by the machine as it passes. Four
distinct processes are going on at one
time; the drill is made, the seed
dropped, the fertilizer spread, and the
row covered as fast as a team will
walk over the piece. One man and
two horses will plant two ane one-half
acres, under favorable conditions in a
day. By the old process, ten horses
and fifteen men could hardly accom
plish that amount of work.
The coming of the cultivator drawn
by horse power was almost as im
portant as any machinery; this tool
has undergone as much change or
more than any farming implement.
At first a spike-toothed affair roughly
constructed and dragged between the
rows, it has developed into the wheel
cultivator and is double-rowed and
spring-toothed.
By no means of least importance is
the sprayer, first used in 1900. The
first sprayer was drawn by horses
while the spray was produced by a
hand pump. Later the spray was pro
duced by a pump which was worked
by an. attachment fixed to the axel of
the sprayer. Within very recent years
a dry sprayer has been introduced.
The mixture is in powder form and is
forced by air through tubes and
settles upon the plants as it is dis
charged from the tubes. Aroostook
County has not proved a good place
for its use, and it is not widely used.
The process to be successful must find

DIGGING WITH A TRACTOR

the leaves of the plant covered with
dew, this condition does not always
exist in this cool, dry climate.
Next to the potao planter, in im
portance to the potato grower is the
digger.
This found its way into
Aroostook in 1891. In the earlier
machine the horse power hauled the
digger through the ground and op
erated the machinery at the same
time. It was horse killing work. To
day, they are made with power attach
ment. The horses or tractor draws
the machine through the soil, while
an engine operates the machinery. A
man and two horses can dig two and
one-half acres in one day. Formerly
it required a man about four days
to dig and pick up an acre of potatoes.
The tractor came into use in 1917.
It developes the farming industry by
supplying power for plowing, harrow
ing and drawing other kinds of
machinery.
The truck, which came in 1918,
greatly speeds up the work of
handling the crop. A farm ten miles
out from the railroad is doubled in
value by the use of the truck.
The use of commercial fertilizer is
an important item in potato culture.
In 1879 farmers first began to use it,
cautiously at first. In the year of its
first appearance a total of $6,672 was
spent for the comodity. Twenty years
later, the sum spent in a single year
had grown to $268,700. By 1909 the
annual expenditure had grown to
$1,844,568; and in 1920 this sum was
nearly doubled. In the early days of
its use something like two hundred
pounds was used to the acre; today,
anywhere from five hundred to two
thousand pounds per acre are used.
The fertilizer expense is one of the
great setbacks to the potato growers.
It must be increasingly a vexing
problem. The comodity has enormous
ly increased in cost, a good grade
costing now $60.00 per ton, while
freight rates also increase. Of course
the yield per acre is increased by
the use of the fertilizer, and some

To err is human; to forgive, is divine.—Pope.

return must be made to the soil; but
the paying for and the freighting of
130,000 to 160,000 tons of fertilizer
annually is something of a burden to
the farmers.
The potato diseases which attack
the tubers and the foliage and
threaten the crop is a matter of no
small concern to the producers. The
Colorado beetle which came with the
production of potatoes
in
any
quantity, and ravaged the growing
plants without checking for years has
been a fearful pest. It was a long
time before any measures were taken
to check the damage. When an effec
tive poison was found, the application
was so slow and laborous that it was
not sufficiently applied to be widely
effective. The remedy was applied by
mixing a poisonous powder in water
and applying it with a sprinkler by
hand. The sprinkler would hold about
two gallons. However, something was
done to check the pest in this way.
With the coming of the sprayer, the
poison could be applied thoroughly
and effectively. Today the potato bug
is almost extinct.
About 1880 farmers in northern
Maine noted an unusual odor arising
from the potato patches after a long
wet spell in August. Close observa
tion showed that this was followed by
small dark brown colored spots and
patches on the leaves. Rapidly de
veloping the disease spread from leaf
to stalk, and working toward the
roots, attacked the tubers. This dis
ease is popularly known as rust—socalled from the rust colored spots on
the leaves. It is generally said that
the disease came from Canada in the
seed.
However, it is scientifically
known that by artificial treatment the
potato, in the development from the
wild state, has been rendered very
liable to disease. This infection pre
vailed on both sides of the Atlantic as
early as 1845. It is a fungus growth
and is known to science as Peronaspara infestous. It spreads rapidly
over the leaves and stalks and leaves

Page Twelve

The Northern

DIGGING WITH

behind on the foliage the rust colored
spots. It attacks the tubers from
the stalk and its presence there is
shown by the appearance on the sur
face of the potato of small brown
spots. The whole tuber is quickly
affected and decays as a result.
The ravages of this potato disease
threatened the end of the industry.
It was the fight against potato rust
that developed the Bordeaux mixture
and the innovation of the sprayer by
which it is appied. The weather con
ditions greatly affect the disease. Dry,
cool weather is very favorable for the
checking; it is a damp, hot weather
disease.
There are three so-called juice dis
eases. The composition of the veg
etable containing a large proportion
of starch in part accounts for these.
The late varieties are afflicted by
Mosaic. The attack is made upon the
tubers, and is present in the seed
when planted. The first appearance
of it is in the stalk and leaf of the
growing plant. The stalk is off the
natural color and rough, usually large
and tall. The leaf is also off color
and rough and unhealthy looking. It
is easy to detect the presence of this
enemy by careful inspection of the
held. The cure is to remove it root
and branch from the patch. When
the stalk is pulled up it will be seen
that an abnormal number of tubers
have “set on,” but they are all small
and never develope to natural size.
Unless great care is used in the selec
tion of the seed and the field is care
fully cleared of the diseased plants,
the whole farm will be quickly over
run with the affliction.
Spindle-tuber is a second disease of
this character. It does not show very
plainly in the growng plant, but ap
pears in the tuber at harvesting time.
As it is present in the juice of the
seed and in the crop, the potato does
not develope naturally; it is small in
size and misshapen. The potato grows
long and slim—hence the name of the
disease—and the eyes are deep set. It

HORSES

prevents the development of a normal
crop, but is not so disastrous as many
of the other diseases.
The third juice disease is known as
Leaf-roll. As the name suggests, it
makes its appearance in the leaf,
which shows an inclination to roll up
rather than to present the natural ap
pearance. It is now known that this
disease is spread by a plant louse in
its first stages.
Blackleg is another kind of enemy.
As its name partly suggests, it at
tacks the stalk which at first shows a
tendency to wilt, presently the stalk
and leaf turn yellowish, then from the
surface of the ground working up
from below comes a black fungus
growth which climbs the stalk. No
potatoes develop on the stalk. This
disease was present in the seed.
Rhizoctonia, a recent affliction of
the potato grower, is a disease which
appears in an unusual development of
the foliage. Stalk and leaf are un
usually large, dark colored and de
velope rapidly. This upper develop
ment is all at the expense of the tuber
below, which does not mature.

None of the diseases were known in
the early stage of potato culture, they
are developments which attend the
artificial life of the potato, far from
its habitat and cultured into almost
something else. With the experiments
to increase the varieties will probably
come other diseases. Probably the
great number of plants growing in
close proximity in great fields, cover
ing great areas also renders a con
dition not too healthy for the plant.
In spite of all the difficulties en
countered by the growers, potato
growing—on the whole—is a profit
producing industry. It is hard to get
accurate figures for Aroostook County
alone, but the following facts for
Maine will give a fair idea of the pro
duction, for Aroostook is the potato
producing section of the state. In
1915, an average year, the number of
acres planted was 102,000. The yield
was 25,418,000 bushels. The average
yield per acre was 179 bushels. The
average price for the crop was 70
cents per bushel. In 1919 the acreage
planted was 102,000. The yield was
24,480,000 bushels. The average yield
per acre was 240 bushels. The average
price on the farm, was $1.40 per
bushel for the crop. For the period
of five years from 1915 to 1919, the
average annual acreage planted was
126,000.
The average annual yield
was 23,309,600 bushels.The average
annual
yield per acre was 184.7
bushels.
The average selling price
for the period is not to be obtained,
but it must be high.
It will be seen that the movement
of such a crop as is produced in a
single year to an adequate market,
which is five hundred to a thousand
miles away—and it must be done be
tween October and June—is no small
enterprise. The development of the
potato industry is simultaneous with
the penetration of the railroads. The
great problem for Aroostook County
is the nation’s problem—the problem
of transportation.
The Canadian
Pacific railroad, pushing up the St.

A FAIRLY GOOD YIELD

"Hasten slowly.”—Augustus Caesar.
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John valley, reached Houlton in 1862,
but was of little service till it was
extended to Fort Fairfield in 1875,
and to Carbou in 1876. But the real
opening up of the great county came
with the operation of the Bangor &
Aroostook railroad as far up as
Caribou in 1904. The branches and
extensions of this line to Fort Kent,
Van Buren and St. Frances opens up
the great potato producing section
and connects it with the outside world.
What Aroostook County, and the
potato industry owes to the railroad
can never be estimated, any more than
such estimates can be made for other
sections of the nation.
With the natural resources for pro
ducing potatoes, the development of
machinery for large acreage produc
tion, the railroad facilities for handl
ing the crop, Aroostook County has
not yet mastered the marketing prob
lem. Over production, the manipula
tions of speculators, and the difficul
ties incident to marketing so great a
distance from the production point are
serious matters. While it sometimes
happens that farmers have received
large prices for their crops or some
portion of it, in the main the pro
ducer has not realized very large re
turns on his investment and labor.
Sometimes, as in recent years, for ex
ample, he has been quite crushed be
neath the inrolling troubles. Several
attempts have been made in the past
to stablize the market and maintain a
reasonable price for the crop. To an
outsider, looking in on the scene, it
would appear that something, that
might be called the "get-rich-quick”
spirit has so generally seized upon the
farmers as to prevent united action
that in the end would be mutually
beneficial. All hitherto attempts at
co-operative marketing now appear to
be superceeded by a recent move—an
organization called the Maine Potato
Growers Exchange. It is by far the
most elaborate organization yet at
tempted by the men of the county. It
is announced that more than 3,000
potato growers are united in this or
ganization. The attempt was launched
under the legal supervision of Aaron
Sapiro, a man of large experience in
such matters. It is easy to find both
optimism and pessimism over the
scheme.
It certainly looks in the
right direction. One would naturally
decide in his own mind that if it can
be worked for mutual benefit it will
be a great benefit to the county; if
it fails, the potato grower has a long
hard day before him, with no great
promise of supper in sight.

This is the first of a series of
articles on Maine industries which
will appear from time to time.
The long, drooping ostrich plume is
coming back into favor, especially on
the small, close-fitting hat for after
noon wear.

Do Feeding Floors Pay?
By W. G. KAISER
Agricultural Engineer
F you want to know what a feeding on the ground. A cinder or gravel base is
floor is worth, the farmer who owns not necessary. For making a concrete
one can best tell you. I have talked to floor, concrete mixed in proportions of
a great many and have not yet found one sack of portland* cement to 2 cu. ft.
a farmer who, after using a feeding floor, of sand to 3 cu. ft. of pebbles or crushed
for even a short time, would care to do rock is recommended. The sand should
without it. He may not be able to tell be clean and pass through a screen with
you exactly how much feed it saved him, 1/4 inch mesh. Pebbles should also be

I

Any farmer can make a feeding floor without the assistance
of expert helpers. It can be placed directly on the ground,
and the pebbles and sand can usually be found right on the farm.

out he is satisfied that it is worth much
more than it costs. Estimates of feed
saved will vary from 10 to 50% depend
ing on the location of the feed yard and
the season of the year. The amount of
loss is probably in direct proportion to
the depth of the mud in the feed lot.
Two years ago I visited the farm of a
prominent farmer in Lyons County, Iowa,
and seeing a concrete feeding floor along
one side of his hog house, I asked him
what it was worth to him. After a few
moments of mental arithmetic, he. replied
he would not take “a dollar an acre for
it.” On further questioning I found that
he meant it was worth more than $160
a year to him or one dollar on every
acre in his 160 acre farm. His floor was
16 feet wide by 50 feet long and had cost
a mere trifle. It would easily accom
modate 50 fattening hogs.
“Last fall,” he states, “I was feeding a
carload of shoats. It started to rain and
before long I could not find a place in
my hog lot, on which to feed them, al
though I changed the feeding place a
number of times. I finally got tired
carrying corn all over the place and
seeing it trampled in the mud so I built
the floor you see there.”
Thousands of feeding floors have been
built in the last few years. In most cases
the farmer and his sons or hired help
do the job themselves as a feeding floor is
one of the simplest
improvements that
can be made. It is
nothing more than a
number of sidewalks
laid side by side.
The first step is to
clear the ground where
the floor is to be built.
This space should be
leveled off. Concrete
can be placed directly

clean and vary in size from 1/4 of an
inch up to 1 1/2 inches.
There is another point that I cannot
Stress too much—that is using good water
when mixing concrete. If the water is
fit for drinking purposes, it is fit for
using in concrete—otherwise do not use
it as there is likely to be a reaction that
will weaken whatever you may be build
ing.
If I were building a feeding floor I
would make it 4 in. thick placing the
full thickness at one time and using the
same mixture throughout. A wood float
should be used for finishing as it pro
duces a smooth surface, yet one that is
gritty enough to furnish a good foothold
for the hogs in slippery weather.
After the concrete has hardened sev
eral hours, it is a good plan to cover
it with several inches of damp earth and
keep this covering on for a week or ten
days. The earth should be kept moist
by sprinkling. Such a covering prevents
concrete from being dried out by the sun
and wind and allows it to harden prop
erly. It is a good plan to make the floor
in sections from 6 to 10 ft. square so as
to provide expansion and contraction
joints. By dividing the floor in sections
this way, it is easier to construct. For
forms, 2-by-4's set on edge and held in
place by stakes are suitable.
Most farmers like to have a curb
around the outside
of the floor to pre
vent the hogs from
shoving the feed off
This curb should be
extended about a foot
below ground level. It
will then prevent hogs
from rooting under the
floor and will also keep
the rats from burrow
ing beneath it.

“Caution, though very often waste, is a good risk to take”—H. N. Shaw.
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Leo Boutin has returned to his
work, after being laid up with a
broken arm.
You can get larger shoes, Bill, but
I don’t know where?

CHESUNCOOK
L. J. Bradley is confined to his
home with a severe cold.

D. P. Dunton is now connected with
the Accounting Dept.
Among the out-of-town boys of the
Accounting Dept. who spent Christ
mas at their homes were Waymouth,
Higgins and Comber.
It is understood that the G. N. P.
Co. office force is forming a bowling
team. They have made arrangements
to play the Easterns this week.

W. B. Yeats, the Irish poet, tells a
story of the late Marion Crawford,
the novelist. According to Mr. Yeats,
a lady asked Mr. Crawford if he
thought that anything he had written
would live after he had gone.
“Madame,” Crawford replied, “what
I am trying to do is to write some
thing that will enable me to live while
I am here.”

ROCKWOOD
The funeral of Mrs. Arthur Mishou
was held at Old Town. The sympathy
of many friends is extended to the
family.

Miss Kathleen Hilton, after her re
turn to school from Rockwood, where
she spent the holidays with her par
ents, telephoned for her mother to
attend her in sickness.

George Cohan said at the Hotel
Negresco in Nice: “Florida is much
warmer than the Riviera. It is much
wetter, too. I was dining in a fishing
club in Florida one evening. On the
wall behind me there was an enormous
stuffed tarpon in a glass case. A
Pittsburgh millionaire lurched into
the dining-room, stared at the tarpon
for a minute and then said: “The
man who caught that—hic—fish is a
—hic—liar.”

First Sub-flapper—I thought you
had gone away for a few days?
Second Sub-flapper—My dearest,
we had every intention of doing so,
then mamma let dad have his way. So
here we are completely humiliated.—
Life.
The Flapper (to her friend)—I told
him my name was Madeline, and now
I don’t know how to spell it.—London
Opinion.
All the horses have been shipped
from Pittston to Rainbow.

James Adams came through Pitt
ston on one of his regular trips
January 1st. Mr. Adams is the game
warden over a large territory and
makes his headquarters at the
wardens’ camp on the boundary.

J. Asa Larrabee was a recent vis
itor at Pittston.

The people of Rockwood are enjoy
ing the fine sliding.

HERE AND THERE

Kathleen Sargent, who is going
to school in Portland, was home for
the holidays, accompanied by a
friend.

Lonnie Mann has finished the work
at Canada Falls and is at his home
in Old Town.

Lewis Murphy, Harold Sargent and
Andrew Arsenault were home from
St. Mary’s College.

Mr. and Mrs. W. L. Machee were
met, on their return to Rockwood, by
a delegation of people who were well
supplied with rice and confetti.

PITTSTON
I. A. Mann has finished the piers
at Canada Falls dam.

The Post Office at Seboomook has
been discontinued. The Seboomook
mail now goes to Rockwood.

Archie McLeod has closed the camp
at Beaver Brook.
When at the Rice Farm a short
time ago we found the table beauti
fied with pansies. The last ones were
pickd from the vines December 10.
Alvin L. Garland is corporation
auditor, income tax unit at Washing
ton, D. C.

Chesuncook Lake froze from the
head to Coxie’s Point the night of
December 13 and by the sixteenth
the whole lake was frozen. But pre
vious to the 13th there was not a sign
of ice.

F. W. Mulligan has moved his
residence from Main street to the
Sam Montville lot on High street.
Our first real snow storm arrived
December 28—9 inches.

Fire starting by the burning out of
the pipe was discovered in the resi
dence of F. W. Mullin by Edward
Hall and Joe Henderson December 27.
Ready assistance was rendered by the
neighbors and the flames were quickly
extinguished. Not much damage was
done.

C. L. Smith has gone to Lobster
Lake with a crew to put up ice for
the several sporting camps there.
Miss Marjorie Black is visiting her
aunt, Mrs. L. M. Bainer.
A. V. McNeil and L. E. Nice were
business callers in town Januayr 3.
The coldest weather to date was
16 below zero.

When a man builds a great fortune,
writes a great book or achieves a
great character, we behold the results
of his work and give him praise.
What he most needed was to be
understood, loved and helped while he
was painfully toiling in the dark. To
perceive a man’s capacities and in
struct or inspire him in the training
of them—that is the nobelest form of
kindness.—Youth's Companion.

Extracts From Washington’s
Farewell Address
Continued from Page 2

not to think it probable that I may
have committed many errors. What
ever they may be, I fervently beseech
the Almighty to avert or mitigate the
evils to which they may tend. I shall
also carry with me the hope that my
country will never cease to view them
with indulgence, and that, after fortyfive years of my life dedicated to its
service with an upright zeal, the
faults of incompetent abilities will be
consigned to oblivion, as myself must
soon be to the mansion of rest.”

“Nature does nothing in vain.”—Addison.

The Northern
Quebec, Canada,
Dec. 30, 1923.

Dear Editor—
Enclosed please find some pictures and a
few lines which you may use if you wish.
I realize that the lines are mighty poorly
expressed, but they will mean a little to
those who are mentioned, that is the only
excuse I can offer for asking you even to
consider publishing them.
And some time, when you’ve plenty of

space, publish my letter of thanks to all of
the Great Northern folks, each and every one
of whom have shown me the greatest courtesy
and utmost hospitality.
If you can use any of these pictures, you
are most welcome to them. If they are of no
use to you whatsoever, return them to me,
if you please.
I thank you for your kind attention.
Very truly yours,
Yvonne Losh.

A fascinating group of a waungin.

THE HIKER’S WISHES

Dear old Andy Boil!

I'd like to be as much thot of,
And good and kind as he,
Mr. Gilbert, the vice president,
Of the G. N. P. Company.
I’d like to be a lumberjack,
Like Pete and John and Ned,
Wear bright red shirts an’ live in waungins,
And sleep on a spruce bough bed.
I’d like to cross from Canada,
At Meester Georgie’s boundary shack
And hear him call from off his porch
“Whatsamatter there? Come back!!!”
I’d like to be one of the clerks,
Like Harold, John and Gerald,
And feel for once in life
As tho I ruled the world!
But I wouldn’t like to be a bullcook,
Like dear old Andy Boil,
Whose life is just an awful yoke,
Of pails and groans and hardest toil!
But I wish I worked on the telephones,
Like Mich’ and Mr. Boy
They ride all day in a trusty Liz’,
Their life seems naught but joy!
And I’d like the job of a cookie dear,
Like Pete (she one good man)
She wash ze plate, ze cup and spoon,
And scrub ze frying pan.
But I’d like to be like Brosnahan,
The Chief of transportation,
Who helped me with his fleeting car.
To reach my worldwide destination.
Ah, yes, I’d like to be like most of you,
Who’ve been so good to me,
But I can’t, so I’ll hike the whole world o’er
And pass on your kindness, see?
Forgive—The Hiker!

Lumberjacks during lunch hour.

“Civility costs nothing, and buys everything.”—Montagu.
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AMERICA OFFERS EQUAL
OPPORTUNITY TO ALL
Stating a half truth is always dangerous. “The truth, the whole truth and
nothing but the truth,” is the only founda
tion for justice to rest upon.
So in the oft quoted statement, “All
men are created equal,” only a half truth
is uttered. This sweeping declaration must
be qualified by adding the words—“before
the law.” For this is the constitutional
guarantee to all citizens.
Equality of
opportunity cannot be guaranteed by law.
Men and women, too, differ in mentality ;
they differ in ambition and in the will to
succeed.
But all have equal opportunity to work
out their own destinies under equal pro
tection.
A prominent American industrial leader
summarizes the idea of opportunity in
these words:
“There is an expression, too frequently
used, that the world owes each individual
a living and occasionally it is foolishly
sought to support the claim by citing the
acknowledged principle that all men are
created free and equal. But every funda
mental law or rule of conduct relating to
this subject means no more and no less
than the right of equal protection and
opportunity. Every person who constantly
recognizes this fact and acts accordingly
is of service and benefit to himself or her
self and all others; and every one who
disputes and disregards it antagonizes and
attacks the general community, including
himself or herself, and is an obstruction
to civilized progress.
“The more one studies the published and
undisputed facts and figures, the more con
vinced one is that, by comparison with the
inhabitants of all other countries through
out the world, from the beginning of time,
the people now living in this country
have the greatest opportunity for success
in every department of worthy endeavor.
“The Constitution of the United States
and all existing laws administered in
accordance with its provisions guarantee
life, liberty and pursuit of happiness to
every individual without discrimination,
the punishment for crime, and, so far as
humanly possible, the redress for wrong;
and the abolition, modification or interpre
tation of these laws is controlled by a
majority of the legal voters, which by the
voluntary action of the individual may in
clude every one admitted to the country
for residence upon compliance with con
ditions applicable to all alike. There is
no limit to individual opportunity nor
lack of freedom in all respects, except
such as may be necessary for the pro
tection of the general welfare.”—New
York Commercial.
Quebec, Canada,
Dec. 30, 1923.
To all my friends who are with The Great
Northern Company

Dear Friends—You have all been so good to me that each
and every day I have spent with you in the
woods, at the waungins, or wherever it may
have been was a day of great happiness.
Indeed, Mr. Gilbert and yourselves have made
me look forward to the time when I shall
return and once more live among you. During
this visit you have all given me happiness
but when I come again I shall surely en
deavor to contribute at least a little to your
pleasant hours. My ambitions even run so
high that I plan, some day when I come back,
to do some real work for The Great-Northern
Paper Company.
I thank you all for your good wishes and
for your readiness ard cheerfulness in doing
everything that would give me joy. May the
New Year bring you all success and greatest
happiness.
Very sincerely yours,
Yvonne Losh.
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FOREST DEPLETION
The following is copied from the
“History of the Lumber Industry of
America,” by James Elliott Defe
baugh, Editor of the American Lum
berman, Vol. II, Chapter VII, page
93. It is dated 1907.
“Upon no subject have statisticians
disagreed more decidedly than in their
estimates of the amount of spruce
standing in Maine and the length of
time that it will last. Longer ago
than the oldest inhabitant can remem
ber there were people who could prove
to a mathematical certainly that the
supply of spruce, and of every other
kind of timber for that matter, would
end in a few years, and in every year
since there have been prophets of the
timber exhaustion who have talked
and written at great length to show
that “at the present rate of cutting”
Maine would soon be as bare of trees
as are the praries of the West. Most
of the prophets have died leaving a
well wooded state behind them, but
their successors are with us and the
present generation of prophets is far
better equipped than were its prede
cessors with theories, all capable of
mathematical demonstration, that the
spruce supply in Maine will last only
about so many years.
“To show how long ago these appre
hensions concerning the timber supply
of the state existed, the following
quotation is made from a little volume
entitled ‘The Maine Reference Book,’
published by a Boston firm in 1844.
This book says, in the course of a
brief chapter on the lumber industry
in Maine:
‘Timber of the first quality is becom
ing scarce on the Penobscot waters;
and timber on the Allaguash is in
creasing in value, as it finds its way
to markets on the Penobscot, in pre
ference to the long and uncertain
transportation of the St. John. The
construction of a dam fifteen miles
below Chamberlain (Lake), so as to
float the timber above into the Pen
obscot, will connect a large tract of
valuable timber land with this mar
ket.’
“Since ‘The Maine Reference Book’
gave utterance to this note of alarm
there have been cut on the Penobscot
river about 9,000,000,000 feet of tim
ber and the loggers seem to have no
trouble in finding 200,000,000 feet
every winter now.
Reporter—I hear there were four
stabbing affrays and ten shooting
scrapes here last night.
Citizen of Frozen Dog (gleefully)—
Yeh; th’ boys elected ole Pop Rice
justice of the peace yesterday, an’
seein’ he don’t get no salary but fees,
th’ boys decided to shoot an’ slash a
little last night so’s to git arrested
an’ help him along a bit; it was
nuthin’ but a “benefit performance.”
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch.

One of John Drew’s numerous
reminiscences of stage folk concerns
Nat Goodwin, and Charles Hoyt, who
will be remembered by old-timers in
connection with “A Stranger in New
York” and other successful farces. On
the first night that Goodwin was go
ing to appear in Clyde Fitch’s
“Nathan Hale,” Hoyt had some tickets
and at the eleventh hour a friend from
New Hampshire dropped in on him so
Hoyt invited him to the show. “What
is it?” demanded the visitor. “The
opening of a new play, ‘Nathan Hale,’
with Nat Goodwin.” “I don’t care to
see it,” said the man from New Hamp
shire. “I don’t like Goodwin as a man
and I don’t like him as an actor.”
“But,” protested Hoyt, “you’ll like him
in this play; they hang him in the
last act.”
Fresh from college, an ambitious
young Englishman had set himself up
as a real estate agent in a busy
suburb. But business was not very
brisk. At last he espied a prospec
tive customer ascending the office
steps. He flew to the telephone, and
just as the office door opened, he con
ducted the following conversation with
an imaginary client: “Quite so, sir.
Yes, I think I did very well to get you
£10,000 for that estate, and I’ve let
that other parcel of land. As for
those villas, I think I can settle about
them all right.” Carefully replacing
the receiver, he turned upon the pro
spective victim: “Yes, sir?” he in
quired. “I’m frightfully busy, but
what can I do for you?” “I’ve come
from the telephone depot, sir,” came
the reply. “We shall be able to con
nect up your ’phone today, and I am
asked to apologize for the delay.”
“I have a job for you, Mr. Graffik,”
said the editor to the new reporter.
“Are you married?”
“No sir.”
“I thought not. Get married in
stantly, and let me have three columns
by ten o’clock on how to manage a
wife.”—Pearson’s Weekly (London).

AN OUTLINE OF TENNIS

Time was when tennis used to be
A placid operation
With frequent pauses for iced tea
And cake and conversation.
Fair damsels claid in snowy white
Made ineffectual dashes,
And gentlemen were bravely bright
In blazer-coats and sashes.
That ancient game has passed away
In sentimental glory,
And tennis as it’s played today
Is quite another story.
It spreads about our planet’s girth;
On broad athletic pinions
The game flies up and down the earth
To all its vast dominions.

Briton or Anzac, Belgian brave,
Of Latin blood or Saxon,
We welcome you across the wave
With whistle, bell and klaxon,
And meeting on the Field of Sport
’Mid pleasant recreations,
We have our world lawn-tennis court
And friendly League of Nations.
—George S. Chappell, in Life.
A, an American, thirty, living in
New York and holding down a tenthousand-dollar job, held the follow
ing conversation with B, an acquain
tance, during which he evinced not
the slightest suspicion that there
might be a laugh in it.
A—Aren’t there any new shows in
town?
B—Yes, a number of them, I think.
Why?
A—Well, I was hunting for one
last night and finally I went into that
thing called “Romeo and Juliet.”
Right from the first I thought it was
an old show and I got madder and
madder.
B—What did you do?
A—I went to the box office, told ’em
it was an old show and they’d got to
give me my money back. And you bet
they did.—Everybody’s Magazine.

“Caution, is the lower story of prudence.”—Carlyle.

